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Kirk stared at the writing on his coffee cup with slightly flushed cheeks, casting a glance at the barista. The 
barista waved back with a grin, blowing him a kiss across the empty store. The action only served to amplify 
Kirk's state of embarrassment, expressed by how he ducked down to take the sip of his drink. 


The coffee was definitely too hot to drink, but Kirk realized this too late. He recoiled from the cup, wincing at 
the burning feeling on his tongue. 


"Do you want some water?" the barista's voice called out from the counter, to which Kirk responded to with a 
nod and a "yes please." 


The barista nodded and grabbed a plastic cup, quickly filling it with water using the machine as he made his 
way to Kirk's table. 


"Here, was the coffee too hot?" the barista asked as he set the cup down in front of Kirk. He sat down in the 


seat across, waiting for Kirk's answer. 
"Yeah. drank it too early." Kirk admitted before drinking from the cup, “Thanks for the water." 


Its no problem. Gotta keep the customers somehow, right?" the barista winked, the action not going unnoticed 


by Kirk He took another drink of water, hoping to ignore the fluttering feeling he got from it. 

"Shit, customers- okay, no one else is here." the barista realized, calming down as soon as he took a glance 
around the store. Kirk let out a small laugh at the quick change in the other's demeanor, though he didn't know 
what he could say in response to it. Thankfully, the barista broke the silence once more. 


"So, your name's Kirk?" he asked, getting a nod from Kirk, "That's a cool name. I'm Lars." 


"Nice to meet you, Lars." Kirk replied, not knowing what else he could say. How did people hold conversations 


anyway? Didn't they bring up a topic to talk about or something? 

Kirk had three obvious choices- the coffee, the accent, and the pickup line. That meant he should just choose 
the easiest one to talk about out of those, which would be either option that wasn't the terrible pickup line on 
his coffee cup. 

"So uh.What's with this?" Kirk blurted out, pointing at the writing on his cup. 

Fuck. 


"Oh, that- you're pretty." Lars’ bluntness caused Kirk's face to warm once more, "Plus, you seem like a cool 


person to talk to.” 


"Oh, uh- thanks." Kirk smiled slightly, stumbling over his words, "You seem pretty to talk to too- | mean cool 
to talk to." 


Lars laughed, grinning back at Kirk, "I'm glad you think so too." 
Suddenly, the bell that sounded whenever the store's door opened rang, startling both Kirk and Lars. 


"Fuck, | really gotta work now." Lars looked frustrated, standing up from his chair. 


"Wait- uh-" Kirk started without thinking, fidgeting with his hands under the table as he figured out what he 


wanted to say, "Can | have your number?" 


"Sure, Kirky! Give me your hand" Lars agreed instantly, taking Kirk's hand when it was given to him. He quickly 


jot down a few numbers with a marker he pulled out from his pocket, "Call me!" 
Oh, Kirk definitely would. 


"592-139-4181 <3" 


